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Yojie Noiiuehi 




^ » » » » |.Q j^y thinkh^ 
Mr. Noguchi at his best is not so 
much of a Japanese poet writin • 
English as an English poet in love 
with Japan, and permeated with its 
atmosphere and dreaming its 
dreams. Mr. Noguchi's Japanese 
idylls are not more, so to say, 
locally Japanese than such poets 
as Alfred de Musset or Gautier 
might have written, and his love- 
poems speak with the voice ot 
lovers all over the world. The 
striking imagery on which the critics 
have remarked may be specially 
Japanese, but it seems to me rather 
to have that bizarre decorative 
quality common to all folk-song, h 
is, 1 mean, a folk- method employed 



consciously by an artist; and its 
effects are gained almost entirely 
by suggestion, and the decorative 
phrase — as the case, for example, 
with the Roumanian * Bard of the 
Dimboritza ' or Solomon's Song. 
But, such technical considerations 
apart, Mr. Noguchi's poems are fiill 
of beauty ; an atmosphere of 
beauty pervades them like moon- 
shine, a fragrance of spring and ex- 
quisite youth, and as well they are 
rich in beautiful single lines, vivid as 
strange fruit. There breathes 
through them also a rare spiritual 
ecstacy, and among Mr. Noguchi's 
gifts is a beautiful apprehension of 
the most delicate spiritual moods.'' 
Mr. Richard Le Gallienne 



C4 » » ♦ ♦ ^^ unaccountable 
gift of style, the incommunicable 
element of personality, which 
always distinguishes the work of 
a master, so that wherever it is 
found, it is known as his and not 
another's. Of how few living poets 
can this be said ! And yet of the 
great artists of the past it is always 
true. 

*' Perhaps it is too much to say 
of Yone Noguchi that his work has 
this characteristic, and yet its ex- 
treme originality and novelty arrest 
attention at once. Here is a young 
Oriental with his own way of 
looking at the world, so different 
from our Western way, and at the 
same time with a practically untried 



language at his command. For his 
use of English has all the daring 
which a man bom to the tongue 
could never attain; and often, it 
must be admitted, this courage leads 
to startling fdidty of metaphor or 
phrase. Mr. Noguchi feels none 
of the restraints of traditional usage 
in Ei^lish cUction; and as a 
consequence his words have an ex- 
treme vigor and freshness, and his 
work a quality quite beyond the 
compass of our daily speech. Some- 
times, of necessity, this quality 
verges on the grotesque ; qirite as 
often, however, it approaches the 
strange mysteriousness of beauty. 
Here at least is one who takes poet- 
ry seriously. And I am inclined to 

iT 



^think we might take a hint from him 
in that respect, to our advantage. 
We are perhaps in danger of losing 
our reverence for the innocence of 
art ; we allow ourselves too easily 
to be carried away by the smartness 
and levity of our own age, while 
the splemnity of time and the wonder 
of life do not impress us they 
should — as they do in Yone Nogu- 
chi's unsophisticated poems.'' 

Mr. Bliss Carman 
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HAGOROMO* 

The fisherman opened his suspi- 
cious eyes, and said : " No, fciir angel, 
thou mayest fly home,— to Heaven, 
if I restore to thee thy robe." The 
imgel with heavenly pride and wtdi 
her big eyes, said : ** Fie on thee ! 
May be doubted the pledge of 
mortals, but there's no falshood in 
Heaven ! '* The fisherman blushed 
hugely from shame, and restored tfic 

• From the " Feather Robe," m No toag. 
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HAGOROMO 

robe to the angel. The angel in her 
waving robe, with every secret and 
charm of clouds and sky, with Spring 
and beauty, began to dance : the 
fisherman cried in rapturous delight, 
** Behold! Behold!" The angel 
sung : '' And then in the Heavens of 
melody and peace, a palace of glory 
and Love wasl)uilt by magic hands : 
it bears the name of Moon. Over 
that palace thirty kings rule with 
wealth and dream, of whom fifteen 
nightly do appear, richly clad in robe 
of silver white, till the moon be full, 
and from the sixteenth night one 
must vanish into space every night, 
and fifteen kings in black robe of 









HAGOROMO 



silence, take their seats, and a diou- 
sand angels encircle round each king 
of night with music and songs : I am 
one of those angels. I now stray 
from the golden sphere, and show 
the heavenly dance to Mankind, here 
at the pine-clad shore of Miho, where 
the moon sends her brightest light 
and unheard but sweet song of night, 
where the snow-browed Fuji throws 
his morning shadow of chivalry and 
Love. O Japan of eternal Spring 
mist ! O Japan of eloquent flowers 
and breeze ! O Japan of song and 
smiling faces ! " 

The air overflowed with dreams : 
tlie Heavens and earth joined their 
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HAGOROMO 



arms and hearts. O angel, dance 
on through the purple hours : Oh, 
dance on, &ir maiden, while the 
heavenly flowers crown thy tresses 
in odorous breeze : O beauteous 
angel, dance on in Life and I^ve ! 
The angel abruptly stopped, and 
looked on the fisherman, and with a 
pretty little bow (like that of a 
drowsy rose) said : " Tis the time 
I have to return home : farewell, 
dear man ! " She soon caught the 
zephyr from Paradise : her feather 
robe winged Heavenward. What a 
strangely splendid sight ! And she 
vanished beyond the clouds and 
mortal reach. The fisherman stupid- 
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HAGOROMO 
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Hy looked round over the empty sea. 
"The singing wind passed amid the 
jpines of the dreamy shore. 
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THE SWEET CHERUBIM 



The sweet cherubim, the children 
of night, appeared, a while ago, from 
the bosom of the wind. Why didn't^ 
I know them before, since I live in 
the wind, too? I played together 
¥rith them under the forest of Love. 
With them I sought Laughter in the 
heart of a stream. Their songs 
were the wind's songs ; the wind's 
silence was my silence. And they 
suddenly turned to the West of 
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THE SWEET CHERUBIM 



Peace, and said that they were 
afraid the East of Light would 
change their darkest hair to red and 
dust. And when they bade me 
good-bye, they said: '' you will come 
up and see us, by and by, by the 
road of the dews under the chanting 
stars/' 
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III 

TOUCH ME WITH THY 
SOFT HANDS 



Touch me with thy soft hands, O 
Yuki San ! They are soft as soft 
moonbeams on the singing sands, O 
Yuki San ! They are soft as soft 
kisses of the eve, thy soft hands, they 
are soft as soft rivulets over the 
Spring lands, O Yuki San ! 

Oh touch me again with thy 
soft hands, O Yuki San ! I feel the 
passion and Truth of forgotten ages 
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TOUCH ME WITH THY 
SOFT HANDS 

in their touches, O Yuki San ! I fed 
the songs and incense in dieir 
touches, O Yuki San ! 

Here by the sea I sit from dawn 
till the dusk, O Yuki San ! I dream 
* of thy soft hands, soft as soft foams 
on the laughing shore, O Yuki San ! 
The sun is gone and the soft mooa 
is rising, but never, never, never Ay 
soft hands, thy soft hands agaui^ O 
Yuki San 1 



IV 

SPRING 

My memory of Winter faded in 
Icisses of golden breeze : my heart 
began to stir. I am a worshiper 
of " To-day " (To-day in the Temple 
of youth), my eyes are large for 
vision of beauty, my feet light after 
the shadow of Love : I alone 
wandered in the cherry forest. 
What light in the trees ! Are the 
moonbeams gathering here,— the 
moonbeams, the sweet breath form- 
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SPRING 



ed ? Or are they the visible poetry 
singing in odor? The flowers 
with lips apart are scattering their 
loves to the four winds : I am 
drinking the beauty and mystery. 
\ [^ My sleeves of £ancy cast away the 

worldly dusts : I said farewU to 
my comrade, a long ago, and I 
made friendship with the clouds 
— the clouds flying downward to 
dig out dieir hidden dreams and 
ecstasy : the white feet of the clouds 
are my fancy's feet. I bade my 
^cy to rise with the cherry's odor 
up to the skies for the secret home 
of the gods, and again to run down 
with the river, singing the song of 









SPRING 



Spring,— the season of red bosom 
of Love. O Spring of Life and 
sunlight ! O Spring with her shad- 
owy arms of gossamer ! O Spring 
with the breath of angels ! In the 
breath I find my life new and true. 
O Spring! What Peace of the 
forest ! O Temple of Beauty which 
is mystery ! What longing is in my 
soul ! What noble longing of the 
flowers ! And it is noUe to fall 
serenely unto the ground, when Fate 
of wind passes by : Death is sweeter 
than joy, higher then Love. Oh 
Sleep, unite Dreamland and the 
land of poesy ! I will sleep under 
the trees, this night. 







V 
O YUKI SAN 

O Yuki San's breath was the 
golden flame lighting the road of 
Love : her little body was the ball 
of fire fed with my heart : my heart 
is the wood born to join with her. 
^* I am one with thee, thou art mine/' 
I said : she gazed at me, trembling 
with dashing passion, and gazed, 
and said : " Honto, ureshii wa ! "* 
Did'nt I embrace her ? Did'nt I kiss 

• "Really, how glad I" 
»3 




O YUKI SAN 

her? Was she ever kissed in her life, 
since she was a Japanese girl of 
laughter and profound bow? The 
night was dark, and we wished the 
far darker night: we hated to be 
seen by the World and Men : O 
stars, come not, to-night, we have 
to make our own world, we two 
alone, O Yuki San and I ! 

We walked away from the city 
and noise, into the valley of Love 
and silence, thickly covered with 
mists and dreams, we walked slowly 
under the forests and darkness : I 
saw clearly her burning heart under 
the light of Love, she felt my 
beating breast with her tiny hand. 
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O YUKI SAN 

" Wasurecha, lyayo/'* She said. I 
replied her with my thousand kisses 
heavy and red. I felt the silvery 
dews on her face when our faces 
met : Were they the stars fallen 
on her eyelashes ? 

Poor O Yuki San, she was 
sobbing : she is the Japanese girl 
of tears and Love. I wiped her 
^^^tcsn-x^^ and sweetly whispered : 
" We will cry together, O Yuki 
San, when we must ! But not just 
yet * • ♦ " 

• *• I would'nt have you f jrgct me.** 
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VI 
FUJI YAMA 

Am I dreaming ? Am I dream- 
ing ? Where am I ? Here I stand 
in the feery realm with a thousand^ 
colors in sight, with a thousand songs 
and Truth : O world of Peace, O 
world of Peace! Peace, Peace,, 
only Peace : Peace is higher than 
Life, yea, higher than Death : 
Peace awakens me from the dream 
of Life, Peace makes me outsoar 
from the shadow of Death : be 
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FUJI YAMA 
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gone the sun-browed Life, be gone 
the night-mantled Death : Peace I 
love, only Peace with vision in 
heart, Peace with songs unsung, 
Peace with beauti^ untold. Here 
with mellow-eyed Peace, I am 
content, under the purple sky, by 
tile purple sea : O world of Peace, 
world of purple and white 1 

Am I dreaming ? Am I dream- 



ing 



? What see I ? Is it the white 



ghost? Is it the white stairs of 
Heaven for Men to be free ? Is it 
the white pyramid of Faith ? Is it 
the white monument of Hope ? Is 
it the castle of Song and Love? 
Nayj *tis Fuji Yama white and 
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FUJI YAMA 

divine, Fuji Yama ot Japan ! 

Why linger, why shrink, my 
spirit? Go and live with Fuji 
Yama, and laugh over the flight ot 
Time, and sleep in the bosom oi 
Immortality ! How serene, how 
supreme, thou Fuji Yama ! Thou 
art as lone as God, thou art as 
white as Silence : go, my spirit, and 
live with God and Silence ! Pray, 
by thy power make me one with 
Nature, let my spirit live in Earth 
and Heaven ! Hark, Fuji Yama 
calls ! Oh, hasten thither ! Let 
me fly with rosy-cheeked spring 
(Spring with light songs and light 
heart) under the tent of white 

i8 
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FUJI YAMA 

Peace, into the dome of everlasting 
prayer, — toward holy Fuji Yama, — 
Eternity 1 
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VII 

I HEAR THE WIND 
SIGHING 

I hear the wind sighing under- 
neath the Autumn grasses, I hear 
the wind sighing of the dying among 
the ebbing tide : underneath the 
Autumn grasses the dead spirit is 
resting, with the ebbing tide the 
tired fancies hurry away. 

And also underneath the Autumn 
grasses, among the ebbing tide, 
alas, I see the shadow of my face, 
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1 HEAR THE WIND 
SIGHING 



— ^my own 
sighmg. 



shadow sighing and 
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VlII 

I HAVE SEEN LAUGHING 

BEAUTIES PASS 

I have seen laughing Beauties 
pass and pass light as butterflies 
upon the Summer grass : red shad- 
ows of dear Beauties, hot bosoms 
of dear Beauties, happy eyes of 
dear Beauties ! 

I have seen all fancies pass and 
all dreams go under the shadow 
of the sighing leaf; pale leaf, red 
leaf, brown leaf, blown to and fro, 
blown to and fro. 








IX 
BY THE SEA-SHORE 

*' If I could pass away like the 
wind," I said, and looked upon the 
pine trees (where the wind dis- 
appeared calmly) from a little dis- 
tance, — here, from the sea-shore 
where the waves sung a slow lullaby. 
The trees looked to me like living 
things slightly leaning forward, and 
chanting a payer, yes, the purple 
prayer. The air was purple and it 
was Evening. Oh, trees, I am a 

as 
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BY THE SEA-SHORE 



tree worshiper, and ye are gods 
eternally singing to the sky and 
stars. Would I might be born 
again as a pine tree, much rest and 
devotions in heart, with one purpose 
in life which is to sing to the sky and 
stars. I am tired, and wish to pass 
away like the wind. In dream I 
stood still by the sea-shore. What 
a dreaminess in the surroundings ! 
What a purple dream ! My soul 
and heart are turning purple. 

This is the place out of place 
and out of time. And everything is 
immortal and purple. What poetry 
in the waves, in the chanting pine 
trees and the passing wind ! A 

24 





BY THE SEA-SHORE 

moment later, I looked upon the 
sky, and there I found a star. 
What steadfastness ! O star, make 
me steadfast like thee 1 
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OUT OF THE GREY FOREST 



Out of the grey forest (forest? 
Yes, It is the forest. But I doubt 
whether it was not a shadow) I 
hear the grey voice of a bird. Oh, 
lonely bird, art thou still sad ? Art 
thou still keeping comradeship with 
Death and Darkness ? So am I — 
a poet quietly leaning on the wall of 
sadness. I bum incense and pray 
once in a while. How afraid I am 
to stir up the air of silence ! Spring 




OUT OF THE GREY FOREST 

is coming so slow. My soul is 
kissing the Heart of Voicelessness. 

I hear the grey voice of the bird 
sinking and sinking far down like a 
dead leaf. Where does it go? 
It is like my soul which started 
somewhere without purpose and is 
sailing without end. Oh, where 
does my soul aim to go ? 

And again I hear another grey 
voice of another bird out of the 
grey forest. 

Dear lonely voice, tell me where 
thou want'st to go ! Art thou 
going into the silver temple ot the 
immortal moonlight? Art thou 
going into the dusky bosom >ot the 
27 
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OUT OF THE GREY FOREST 

Mother-Rest ? Pray, take my soul 
with them, O comrade I 
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XI 

THE SONG OF JOY 

Long, long ago, I lost a song 
which I learned in an Eden. I have 
felt its beauty and truth ever since, 
but 1 cannot make out what it was. 
It was like the white flash of sunlight 
through the greenest wood, and 
also like the red flash of a setting 
sun over the bluest sea. 

To-day, I passed through the 
streets flooded with the songs of 
children. Hark, what I lost in the 
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THE SONG OF JOY 



song was the song of Joy — the 
white and red song of Joy. In the 
children's song I saw the white flash 



and also the red 
Humanity, 



flash, yes, of 
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XII 

OUT OF THE CRADLE OF 
GREAT SILENCE 

Out of the cradle of great Silence, 
— from under the grave (do you 
feel Silence's touch ?) the poet, — 
the singer of Seen and Uuseen, 
still sing his voiceless song, — the 
song of the land of shadow and 
agelessness, the song of the land of 
peace and memory, the song of the 
land of Silence and mist. I hear, O 
poet, thy new melody of voiceless- 
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OUT OF THE CRADLE OF 
GREAT SILENCE 

ness, thy sweet song of eternal 

« 

Spring eve, thy song like that of 
die moon over the land of sleep, 
thy song of Heaven and love ; O 
poet, thy song fills my heart with 
sweet unrest and with dreams like 
passing clouds. O poet, thy song 
comes from under the grave,— out 
of the cradle of great Silence, like 
die flowing tide. 
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XIII 
THE VIOLET 

Who brought me here into the 
forest, — the ibrest odorous than 
Love ! I walked listening to the 
song which meaning only the stars 
understood, I walked on and on, 
and to my wonder, I came to the 
golden house in a valley. A girl 
bowed before me like a flower 
heavy with the dews, and humbly 
said : " Enter, pray, my great 
Lord ! Her ladyship has been 



33 



THE VIOLET 

waiting long tor thee." She led me 
within the house : the moonbeams 
through a winriow fell over a beau- 
tiful shape. Alas, it was the woman 
I owned in .my dream. She was 
Bliss lightly touched with tears : 
her lips were moving with passion. 
She cried, " My beloved, my hus- 
band ! " I taught her how to kiss 
as I learned in my long wandering 
over the western seas : I gave her 
five kisses. How she wished for 
another one ! Her trembling arms 
went round my neck : we sat down, 
she singing a song. Her song was 
one of a bamboo bush in Spring 
mist. And slowly we went to 
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THE VIOLET 

dream, throwing our love into the 
bosom of Midnight. A humdred 
lanterns were lighted, the cherry 
blossoms filled the room ; a tiny 
lacquered table was set between us. 
The fishes and balls of rice were 
brought in : the servant girl slipped 
away like a shadow. My wife said, 
'' At last, thou art mine ! " The 
chopsticks were put on the table, 
we drunk the wine from the same 
cup, and I gave her every secret 
and Truth of mine. Lo, a wind 
rushed in, blowing out the lantern 
lights, hashing the prayer of crickets 
and rivers. My wife! Alas, she 
vanished ! O god, where was I ? 

35 
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THE VIOLET 

Awaking or dreaming ? I found me 
sitting alone by a mountain tree, 
with my heart lost in Night, and 
under the fallen leaves, '"^ne mo*on 
suddenly appeared in the highest 
sky like a signal lamp toward the 
tar off Heavens : here a little violet 
gazed upon me from my feet witli 
Tragedy that was Silence. 
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XIV 

DID YOU GO TO MARRIAGE 
SHRINE 

Did you go to the marriage shrine 
for prayer ? What did you pray ? 
Did you pray, without laughter, 
you, laughing girl ? Hush, all the 
world is singing, singing and singing 
a song Of joy tor you, dearest girl. 
Don't you hear a bird calling ? 
Shall we go, sweetest one, toward 
the dale where true love does not 
part ? What dress are you wearing, 

37 
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DID YOU GO TO MARRIAGE 
SHRINE 

O Yuki San ? Crimson or green ? 

O Yuki San, lift your black 
eyes : Spring is in your eyes. Let 
me kiss your white cheeks : perfume 
is in your cheeks. O Yuki San, 
wave your sleeves and let me have 
some bf your happiness, O Yuki 
San, will you not open your breast 
and give me your Love ? 
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XV 



MY MOTHER AND SHADOW 



Beyond the silent hill, across 
the silent stream, (why are the hill 
and stream so still ?) my mother 
and shadow live. I am only waiting 
for the call of the wind as I want to 
kiss them. Who has seen their 
sweet cheeks ? Who ever breathed 
their odorous breath ? I fancy the 
wind is sleeping to day, as I do not 
hear its calling voice yet. When it 
calls me, I know that the moon will 
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MY MOTHER AND SHADOW 



light the road of Love and Poetry 
for me. I want to go beyond the 
hill, and across the stream. I do 
not know why the wind does not 
call me. 
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XVI 

HERE UNDERNEATH THE 

SHADE OF A WILLOW 

TREE 

Here underneath the shade of a 
willow tree I sit. Is'nt this willow 
tree a Bodhi tree under which 
solitary swing the Great Sage, 
Siddhartha, peacefully set his mind 
upon Truth and dream ? Medita- 
tion ! And Silence ! The breeze 
passed by me in its graceful aerial 
gown. Is'nt it the same breeze 






HERE UNDERNEATH THE 

SHADE OF A WILLOW 

TREE 

which passed through the Hindoo 
forest some three thousand years 
ago? I said : *' Oh, Spring soHtude ! 
Again I will lean upon this willow 
tree mine." Then the bell sounded 
from far-away. And again silence, 
and Silence, — the oldest and noblest 
language which unheard melodly 
calms one's soul to dream. 

My head bent down in prayer. 
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XVII 

THROUGH THE BLUEST 
DEPTH 

Through the bluest depth of my 
Lady Beauty I hear the love singing 
of tears and laughters bom of sun 
and stars. And through the bluest 
depth of my Lady Beauty I hear the 
truth singing of tears and laughters 
bom of night and mist. 
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XVIII 

I HAVE LAID MY HARP 
ON THE GRASS 

I have laid my harp on the 
grass, the clouds fly. My soul 
follows the clouds afar, with the 
breezes. 

My soul flew, and tired, and 
returned to the grass, the harp was 
waiting for my touch of hands. 
Harp my Love, we shall never part, 
oh, never again ! 

My harp, we shall not sing our 





I HAVE LAID MY HARP 
ON THE GRASS 

griefii under the moon. Thy strings 
and my soul, Lo, are turning to Gold. 
Let me, O Moon and my harp, 
forget the world and Life, in the 
depth of night ! (In yonder orchard 
there the Howers are breathing 
odors alone.) 
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XIX 

ZEPHYR 



Zephyr comes unaware, and sings 
underneath my arms ; when it makes 
a sudden stop, I will finish the song 
of its wandering soul. 

Zephyr comes like a Beauty 
underneath my arms smiling, smil- 
ing. She looks upon me, and says : 
" Shall we hide us from birds and 
men under the roses ? " 

Zephyr comes with doleful heart, 
sighing, sighing, underneath my 
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ZEPHYR 



arms. I whisper a tale of a Life ol 
Gold, we fly into the Palace of the 
Sun 
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XX 

ALONE 

Alone ! Though the heaven 
above break down ; though the 
earth spreads around — apart, 
alone, not even with my own 
shadow in the world of darkness ; 
with only my withered soul, 
housed in the tear-rusted body, 
as a motherless wind in breathless 
vale, as a funeral bell stealing 
down into the unvisible world by 
a dream muffled path. 
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ALONE 

Alone with my own loneliness, 
with my own sadness, with my 
own reverie. 

Alone in this ghost-raining night, 
my cabin walls dying like formless 
corpses into the darkness of vacuity. 

Alone in this boundless universe, 
closing my mortal eyes ; yet, under 
the radiant derkness, I am ever 
awake to the sheeted memory ot 
the past. 

Alas, my almost decayed soul 
picked by the incessant tear-rains, 
my one desire is to be myself as 
nothing. 
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XXI 

WHAT ABOUT MY SONGS 

The known - unknown - bottomed 
gossamer waves of the field are 
colored by the travelling shadows of 
the lonely, orphaned meadow lark ; 
at shadeless noon, sunful-eyed, — the 
crazy, one-inch butterfly (dethroned 
angel ?) roams about, her embodied 
shadow on the secret-chattering 
grass-tops in the ss^bre-light. 

The Universe, too, has some- 
where its shadow ; - but what about 
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WHAT ABOXJT MY SONGS 



my songs ? 

An there be no shadow, no 
echoing to the end, — my broken- 
throated flute will never again be 
made whole ! 



I 






XXII 

O, SORROWLESS HOME OF 
THE TWILIGHT 

O, sorrowless home of the 
twilight, where Time is powerless 
to decay ! There a thousand child- 
ren and mothers play surrounding 
the shadow of God. 
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XXIII 

THOU, UNHEARD 
SONGSTER 

Thou, unheard songster — star 
with the silent song through the 
Vast ! 

O, despair not of to-morrow 
dawn ! — those cold mortals forget 
thy divine beauty. 
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XXIV 
MY UTTLE BIRD 

My little bird, my bird bom In 
my Mother's tears, she flies, stretch- 
ing her wings so, and from under 
her wings she drops my Mother's 
message : ' ' Come home, Beloved ! " 

Running out from my Mother's 
bosom, my little river, she suddenly 
stopped her song, and looking up 
to the sun, she in her ripples flashed 
my Mother's message : Beloved, 
come home ! " 
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MY LITTLE BIRD 

My roses, my little roses grow 
in my Mother's breath, they are sad 
tOKlay, casting their faces down ; 
on their petals I read my Mother's 
message: **Come home, beloved!" 
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XXV 

I AND NATURE ARE ONE IN 
SWEET WEARINESS 

I and Nature are one in sweet 
weariness : my soul slowly fades 
into Sleep. Is this Earth? Or 
Heaven? The Summer odour sweet- 
ens the Nature to dream : the trees 
and birds murmur with a breeze. 

" I am blind, deaf and also damb, 
I am a traveller toward God, Alas, 
without a guide," I say. 

Oh, deathlessness ! Oh, happ- 
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I AND NATURE ARE ONE \N 
SWEET WEARINESS 

iness ! I and Summer spirits play 
upon a vast sea of fancy. 
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XXVI 
THE BIRD-SHIPS 

The Spring field, calm, odourous, 
like the breast of Heaven, waving 
in red and green, like a flowing sea 
in tune of breeze. A thousand birds, 
like ships, singing of Spring hope, 
searching after a joyous life. (O 
bird-ships on the newest sea !) 

" What news, speak dear ships 
from another land ! " 

*'Only a love-message, my lord!" 
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XXVII 
LITTLE FAIRY 

Little Fairy, little fairy by a 
hearth, flight in thine eyes, hush on 
thy feet, shall I go with thee up to 
Heaven by the road of the fire- 
flame? 

Little Fairy, little fariy by a river, 
dance in thy heart, longing at thy 
lips, shall I go down with thee to 
** Far-Away " rolling over the sing- 
ing bubbles ? 

Little Faery, little faery by a 
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LITTLE FAIRY 



poppy, dream in thy hair, solitude 
under thy wings, shall I sleep with 
thee to-night in the golden cup under 
the stars ? 




XXVIII 
THE SONG OF SORROW 

When I make a song, I say : 
** The song of sorrow shall be the 
beginning and end ! " How the 
arror of heavenly sorrow from the 
dying sun wounds my soul ! 

The sudden despair and darkness 
fill in the world ; I weep to be free 
from the saddest thought : I finally 
see me in the tragic silence, as one 
wildly stares over the sea. The 
wind dies sway to solitude. I say : 
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THE SONG OF SORROW 

"I am the sun's torsaken, unprotect- 
ed child, with my eyes upon die 
path of tears. " 
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XXIX 

I KNOW A STREAM 
FROM A HILL 

I know a stream from the hill, 
with the shadows oi sparrows in its 
bosom ; the flattering shapes of 
girls pass by at noon : the stream 
with all laughter follows the girls. 

At eve the mists silently descend ; 
the stream appeals in his sobbing 
as from under a heavy mantle, 
praying to see the girls again. 
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XXX 

SABRE-CORNERED 
WINDS BLOW 

Sabre - cornered winds blow ! 
Close up thy mouth ; thy thin-wreath- 
ed lips shiver under the Winds ! 
Already-colored words are colored 
more by thy gossip of another. 
Thy mouth is like a keyless door 
for thy myriad misfortunes, in this 
floating world. 

Bold words be dead ! as often 
the word is little more than nothing ! 
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SABRE-CORNERED 
WINDS BLOW 

Timid words be dead ! as often 
the word is little less than nothing ! 
Give the word to the Word ; not 
less, not more than the Word 
itself! 

Silence is the all of Silence ! 
Stillness is the whole of Stillness. 

Behold, the Heaven above is 
ever dumb ! — Under its Muteness, 
the Seasons change around ; — the 
thousand trees grow up : and Lo, 
the never broken curtain canopy of 
heaven arches closely over the 
earth. Alas, in this big cage of the 
universe, without an entrance, thy 
Word, once uttered, ever roams 
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SABRE-CORNERED 
WINDS Blow 

around the world with voiceless 
sound I 
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XXXI 

MY POETRY 

My Poetry begins with the tireless 
songs of the cricket, on the lean 
gray-haired hill, in sober-faced eve- 
ning. And the next page is Stillness 
— And what, then, about the next 
to that ? 

Alas, the god puts his unwerse- 
covering hand over its sheets ! 

" Master, take off your hand for 
the humble servant ! " Asked in 
vain: — How long for my medi- 
tation ? 
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XXXII 
THE TWILIGHT 



I followed after the twilight 
wanting to know where it would go. 
And it disappeared into the heart 
of Light. And again I followed 
after the twilight wanting to know 
where it would go. And it dis- ^ 

appeared into the bosom of Dark- 
ness. It was the same twilight. 
O twilight, tell me whether Light 
and Darkness are same ! 

Yesterday I cried from joy, and 
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THE TWILIGHT 

to-day from sorrow. O tears are 
ye the same, — thou of joy and thou 
of sorrow ? 
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XXXIII 

THE MIRROR OF MY 
LADY BEAUTY 

The rain stopped suddenly, when 
the moon made her way in the sky. 
O Moon, thou art not the ball of 
fire and poetry, but thou art the 
mirror of my Lady Beauty who 
imparts her own Beauty and Truth, 
day and night. So thou art. 

Here upon the garden of roses 
(roses are my Lady Beauty's favo- 
rite flowers) I stand. My soul rises 
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THE MIRROR OF MY 
LADY BEAUTY 

from the odours and earth, and 
comes close to the moon. O Moon, 
my Lady Beauty's mirror, make my 
soul and Love nobler by Beauty 
and Truth which my Lady Beauty 
imparts. I think only of my Lady 
Beauty whose work of life was to 
turn my soul and Love to gold. And 
where is she, this very moment ? 




XXXIV 

WAVE, WAVE, BLACK HAIR 
OF MY BEAUTY 

Wave, wave, black hair of my 
Beauty, wave, and wave, and show 
me where the love deepens, and the 
forest silence thickens, show me 
where Peace is buried with heavy 
wings, and where hours never grow 
grey! 

Wave, wave, black hair of my 
Beauty, wave, and wave, and show 
me where the shadows are gold, 
72 







WAVE, WAVE, BLACK HAIR 
OF MY BEAUTY 

and the airs are honey, show me 
the heart, — joy of Life and King- 
dom, wave and wave, black hair of 
my Beauty 1 
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XXXV 
ALONE IN THE CANYON 

The audible flakes of the snowy 
coldness, stirred by the silence- 
breaker of night, the hoary-browed 
wind, wander down, wander down 
the sleeping boughs unto my canyon 
bed. " Good - bye^ my beloved 
family ! " — I am tonight buried 
under the sheeted coldness : the 
dark weights of loneliness make me 
immovable ! 

Hash ! the pine-wind blows, — 
blows ! 




74 





ALONE IN THE CANYON 

So, the feeble, obedient leaves 
flee down to the ground fearing the 
stern-lipped wind voices ! Alas, the 
crickets' flutes, tonight, are broken ! 
The homeless snail climbing up the 
pillow, stares upon the silvered 
star-tears on my eyes ! 

The fish-like night-fogs flowering 
with mystery on the bare-limbed 
branches : — The stars above put 
their love-beamed fires out, one by 
one— Oh, I am alone ! Who knows 
my tonight's feeling ! 
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XXXVI 
SPRING AND LOVE 

Spring smiled from the bosom of 
the sunlight, and Love from my 
heart. Spring and Love married 
at once. I and the sunlight took 
the same abode. Spring and Love 
went by the stream of Life, laughing 
merrily, and kissing every second. 
** Look, the happiest c-uple are 
abroad to-day," all the angels 
whispered from the sky. I and the 
sunlight wait for this return. The 
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SPRING AND LOVE 

church bell rung, and the cherry 
blossoms slowly fell down. When 
will Spring and Love return, we 
wondered. And we — I and the sun- 
light — went to sleep. 
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XXXVII 

THE FLAME OF THE 
CHARCOAL 

Under the dim lantern, I sat by a 
brazer, and watched the charcoal 
bum. The flame of the charcoal 
rose, alas, in shape of my heart* 
And again it rose in shape of my 
soul. O charcoal, are they thine 
own shapes ? Alas, they were the 
reflection of my heart and soul. 
Under the dim lantern, I sat by the 
brazer, and watched my heart and 
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THE FLAME OF THE 
CHARCOAL 

soul rise. I did not known how 
long I sat. 



XXXVIII 

THE HAPPY LITTLE SONGS 
GO TODAY 

The happy little Songs go today 
under the arms of a wind : my heart 
will go with them wherever they 
go. As the little voices of the 
leaves they go, laughing and singing. 
And now they are still suddenly, 
when the white dews fall under the 
stars. Is it not the time for tiiem 
to hurry to their beds in the House 
of Peace by the mountain flowers ? 
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THE HAPPY LITTLE SONGS 
GO TODAY 

My heart will be happy and go with 
them wherever they go. 
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XXXIX 

I HEAR YOU CALL, 
PINE TREE 

I hear you call, pine tree, I hear 
you upon the hill, by the silent pond 
where the lotos flowers bloom, I 
hear you call, pine tree. 

What is it you call, pine tree, 
when the rains fall, when the winds 
blow, and when the stars appear, 
what is it you call, pine tree ? 

I hear you call, pine tree, but I 
am blind, and do not know how to 
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I HEAR YOU CALL, 
PINE TREE 

reach you, pine tree. Who will take 
me to you, pine tree ? 



XL 
THE GARDEN OF TRUTH 

Untimely frosts wreathe over the 
garden — the staid bottom were air 
the sea. Alas ! from her honeyed 
rim, frosts steal down like love- 
messengers from the Lady Moon. 

A light-walled corridor in Tnith's 
palace, a humanity-guarded chapel 
of God, where brave divinities kneel 
small as mice, against the shoreless 
heavens, — the midnight garden, 
where my naked soul roams alone, 
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THE GARDEN OF TRUTH 
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under the guidance of Silence. 

The God-beloved man welcomes, 
respects as an honored guest, his 
own soul and body, in his solitude. 
Lo ! the roses under the night dress 
themselves in silence, and expect 
no mortal applaud,— content with 
that of this voiceless God. 
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XLI 

BEFORE THE RISING OF 
THE MOON 

Before the rising of the moon, I 
hear tiie song echoing toward this 
way like a flowing tide, — the song 
I dreamed. Now I hear it, and feel 
verily glad. All the trees are 
hushed, and on tiptoe for the sight 
of the moon. The air will turn to 
gold as with Love and kiss. So 
are my cheeks. 

Lo, the moon rose. The trees 
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BEFORE THE RISING OF 
THE MOON 



wrote their welcome songs on the 
ground, since they are full of joy 
for speech to-night. 




XLII 

THE BRAVE UPRIGHT 
RAINS 

The brave upright rains come 
right down like errands from iron- 
bodied yoretime, never looking 
back ; out of the ever tranquil, 
ocean-breasted, far high heaven — 
yet as high but as the gum tree at 
my cabin window. Without hesita- 
tion, they kill themselves in an 
instant on the earth, lifting the 
single-noted chants — O tragedy! 
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THE BRAVE UPRIGHT 
RAINS 

Chants ? Nay, die clapping sound 
of earth lips. 

O heavenly manna, chilly, deli- 
cate as Goddess' tears for die 
soil, this gossamer-veiled day ! 

The Universe now grows sober, 
gaunt, hungry, frozen-hearted, 
fe spitetul-souled ; alone, friendless, it 

groans out in the flute of die 
stony-throated frog. Resignedly, 
die floating mountain of tired cloud 
creeps into the willow leaves — 
washed hair of palace-maiden of 
old. So, die willow leaves, mirror- 
ed in die dust-freed waters of the 
pond ! 
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THE PRAYER OF A ROSE 

The prayer ot a rose is my prayer: 
the rose to meet the sun in glory, 
A sudden cloud may pass by, I 
fear, and snatch her away into ain 

The life of a river is my life : the 
river singing the song of the sea 
from a thousand miles, and I the 
the song of the heavens. When the 
river joins with the sea ? 

I am like a summer insect under- 
neath the shade : forgotten insect, 
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THE PRAYER OF A ROSE 

child of Darkness ! When it see 
the light to stop its cry? Oh, 
when I attain the silence — great 
Bliss ? 
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XLIV 
SOMETHING MUST HAPPEN 

"Something must happen, 'tis 
high time," I said. All the voices 
gradually died into the fully-flowed 
bosom of the noonday. The sun is 
indolent ; the earth is wrapped by 
the golden air : the butterflies flew 
away. The trees folded the shadows 
into their sleeves. 

" Something must happen, 'tis 
high time," I said. The rivulet and 
the shadows of roses are still. 
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SOMETHING MUST HAPPEN 



** Yes, something must happen, 'tis 
high time," I said. 

An apple dropped suddenly to 
the ground. ""^ 
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XLV 
THE BOUGH-WIND BLOWS 



Ah, blows ! blows ! the bough- 
wind blows ! Don't sweep away 
my body and soul yet, please ! I 
still love the world, whilst my dear 
mother lives. Hark, the bough- 
wind blows, blows, blows, — dashing 
the dusts off into the bottomless 
Eternity ! 

So, the thousand gum-trees, 
waving to and fro, renovate the 
color of the hanging dome, Autumn 
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THE BOUGH-WIND BLOWS 

painting the rushing billow-hills to 
a restful yellow. 

Ah, blows, blows, the bough-wind 
blows to awake iorth the spirits 
from the vanity dream 1 
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XLVI 
THE SUN LIGHT FELL 

The sun light fell : I saw her 
nose pressing on the petals of a rose, 
— the petals that were invisible in 
Night. The rose is as sweet as 
Night. 

The sun light fell : 1 saw her 
eyes peeping into the heart of a 
poem, — the heart that was invisible 
in Night. The poem is as sweet as 
Night. 

The sun light fell : I saw her 
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THE SUN LIGHT FELL 



^>^ lips toudiing on the wine in a glass* 

— the wine that was invisible in 
Night. The wine is as sweet as 
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XLVII 

SLIDING THROUGH THE 
WINDOW 

Sliding through the window of 
sea-green Heaven, innocent m sty 
vapors flit into the roomy hall of 
the Universe, exhaling from the 
formless chimney called Spring, out 
of sight, where the god alone, 
transmutes his poetry of Beauty. 

The opiate vapors, in foamless 
waves, rock about this dreammg 
shore of April-Earth. 
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SUDING THROUGH THE 
WINDOW 

Alas, die mother-cow widi mat* 
ron eyes, utters her Utter heart, 
kidnaped of her children by the 
curling gossamer mist i 
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XLvm 

MY FLUTE IS BROKEN 
AT LAST 

My flute is broken at last, and it 
sing no song any more. Farewdl, 
I used to sing a song, but hereafter 
I only kneel to the feet of Beauty 
and Truth. Farewell, comrade, I 
will live like a free dove flying in 
Love and Friendship, so farewell. 

My heart like a wave kissing the 
Unseen, is flowing toward the 
shadwy shore of dream. My eyes 
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MY FLUTE IS BROKEN 
AT LAST 

are becoming blind. And my 
tongue is chained by Silence, and is 
powerless to say a word. Farewell, 
comrade ! 



■OI 



M 



•7 
.1 



--"-T" 



XLIX 
TO WEST 

To west, I sailed alone, — to west 
where the sun and moon sink 
down, to west where all the dead 
spirits drift down, to west I sailed 
and came to a city : the city was a 
shadow, ghostiy shadow, — the city 
surrounded by melancholy seas. I 
felt the city was sobbing. I felt a 
sudden tragic silence and cold grey- 
ness as if from a tomb. All the pow- 
ers of mine left me, and I could not 
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TO WEST 

stq> in die city. I sat down by the 
sea ^ the sea sung a thrilling song 
whidi I could not understand, but 
sounded ^' Farewdl/' I raised my 
head into the light which was not 
diat of die sun. The winds did not 
fly up to the sky, but they crawled on 
the ground, as if seeking Mothers 
breast The flowers bent heads 
as in funeral ; every bird sung 
** Farewell/* Where did I come? 
Alas, the city was the city of 
'* Farewell.'* The life was a black 
Autumn night : the people wrapped 
their bosoms with sadness Kke 
wearily up-umed roses widi the 
silent moonbeams. I used to sing 
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TO WEST 

some little aoog of love and life, and 
Alas, here I hare fofgotten it The 
whirtwind from the breast of die 
city Mew singing *' Fareweir' under 
the lone stars. 
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OH DROWSINESS 
OF NIGHT 

Oh drowsiness of night ! O 
world of dream, sleep thou restless 
soul, and return thy love, wealth, 
soul and body to God I Oh sleep \ 
What a song of night and shadow ! 

Sing not, thou lady star, I like to 
turn into Nothing tonight, and forget 
my Beauty whose eyes sparlde like 
thine. Oh, sleq>, sleep, thou world, 
with me ! 
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LI 

IF I WERE A WHITE FLAKE 
OF THE WIND 

If 1 were a white flake ot the 
wind that comes from the greeanest 
sea, I would seek the buried Love 
under the poppies of a Southern 
field. And also I would read the 
tears in the dyning dews under the 
flashing sun at the Eastern hill. If 
I were a white flake of the wind that 
come from the greennest sea, I 
would bring with me the Silence, 
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IF I WERE A WHITE FLAKE 
OF THE WIND 

the greyness and such a waste in 
heart. 
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LII 

THE PURPLE MIST VEILED 

THE VILLAGE 

The pur{de mist veiled the vil- 
lage, and the village turned to a 
** Floating Isle." Dear Ukishima 
with bamboo bushes and jolly 
maidens, with sparrows and a thou- 
sand idols ! By and by, the sinking 
sun cast its last kisses upon the 
brook by a lily field. The lilies 
looked upon the sun, and tenderly 
said, '' Good night ! Oyasumi 
nasai*!" 

• ••Sleep well." 
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LIII 
HUSH 



The bare tomb stands in the 
wind. The veilless moon shivers, 
breathing her yellow sighs among 
the naked twigs. The broken 
banana leaves chant in silence, 
** We are content with sadness ! " 
The immovable hillside cabin is 
^umb, enwrapped by the thousand 
Autumn voices. 

Hush ! a Maiden's sobs ! - Are 
they the ripple-tears of the friend- 
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HUSH 



less brook, breaking the stillness ? 

** Oh, my love ! my lov ! I am 
here ! " I murmur, but I hear no 
reply in the darkness. 
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LIV 

RAPTURE OF JOY AND 
PERFUME 

Rapture of joy and perfume ! O 
world without future and past, twilight 
world with wine and song, O sweet 
world! We are spendthrifts with 
vision and dream, we dance round 
with beauteous shapes. O Death ! 
O Life ! What are they ? I am 
content in sweet numbness, in Spring 
bom of my fancy and song. What 
a new world I 
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LV 
FUJI MOUNTAIN 

My holy priest already began hb 
morning prayer. I was still in bed, 
but from the dream I prayed but to 
the Muses. O Muses divine, make 
my soul white like incense which die 
angels use to bum ! O Muses 
divine, make my heart red like fire 
a thousand years old ! O Muses 
divine, I am in thy service forever ! 
I am to confess all the crimes from 
my memory, and set my eyes upon 
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FUJI MOUNTAIN 

the stars and Love. 

When my holy priest finished his 
prayer with his heart light and 
white, I hurry to greet Fuji Mount- 
ain, the homes of the Muses divine. 
Are ye happy, this morning, O 
muses divine ? 
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LVI 

I HEAR THE FAR- 
AWAY VOICE 

I hear the far-away voice beauti- 
ful, wild, partly human and partly 
divine. Does it come from the 
wind or from the forest ? I do not 
see the singer's face, is it man or 
woman ? Is it not the unborn spirit 
of Future? 
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LVII 

THK wavp:s ark rocking 

The waves are rockmg. Hear 
the sound of Angel's wings echoing 
down on the sea. The world is 
Paradise with roses and Love. Do 
you not hear the white-stringed harp 
of Goddess sounding down toward 
the earth ? 
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LVIII 

THE GREAT IDOL OF 
KAMAKURA 

My soul rode on a sea-horse 
from feir-away, which tossed his 
manes of white foam and golden 
light, and hurried to pray to the 
great idol of Kamakura. 

O Wonder and Wisdom, pray, 
open thine eyes once in a while, 
and see thy servant kneeling at 
thy feet ! 
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LIX 
MY FANCY FADES 

My fancy fades like gossamers 
stealing into the moon's bosom, 
yes, my fancy &des. My soul is 
lost in Fancylessness, my soul which 
journeyed over the Beauty. Here 
I am like a heathen god strayed in 
the waste and grey mist. Where's 
the world with flowers and birds ? 
The world is floating aimlessly in 
Night and hopelessness. Is this 
Heaven ? Is this Hell ? Nay, this 
is the land of Fancylessness, 

"7 



LX 




OUT OF THE IRON 
GATE OF FATE 

It was yesterday that I was 
driven out of the iron gate of Fate. 
The voice said : " you are not to 
return ! '' The strange wind drove 
me thither and thither. Wind? 
Nay, it was Fate's viewless arm. 
And I hear a thousand voices echo- 
ing "you are not to return ! " Alas, 
I am to be fading like an idle song 
of emptiness, I am to be vanishing 
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OUT OF THE IRON 
GATE OF FATE 

like a rumor of wind through the 
woodland. 
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LXI 



THE DRIPPING RAINS 



Today the dripping rains are 
my comrades. Their songs are the 
songs of my soul — the songs of 
Love and dreams. Where will the 
rains go? Where will my soul 
go? 
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LXII 

QUEEN OF LOVE, MY 
BELOVED 

Queen of love, my beloved, 
where in all our isles are you? 
Sailing on the bluest sea ? Nearing 
the Southern stars now ? My love 
and beloved, where are you ? 

Sailing toward Fuji Yama ? Mir- 
roring on the calmest sea ? What 
have you in your hair? Is it a 
sweet marriage vow ? My beloved 
and love, where are you ? 
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QUEEN OF LOVE, MY 
BELOVED 

Queen of beauty, my beloved, 
where in all your isles are you? 
Flying with the yellowest breeze? 
Singing the purple song to-day? 
My beauty and beloved, where are 
you? 

Walking by the pines, or under- 
neath the cherry trees ? Let me to 
you sing a song with a bird ! What 
dress are you wearing to-day ? Red 
or green ? Yellow or gray ? My 
beloved and beauty, are you not 
wearing a Love-dress ? 
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